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Catherine Queen Dowager. 


Ardon ! Oh Sel Mourne ! that we.paid 

Our firft'fad Tributes to the Royal Dead, 

Which did our” Souls to rending - fighs 
convert, 

Drain'd our fixt eyes; and | pierc d che Dlee- 
ding heatt: ; 

And for a Loſs chat Heav'n can ne're ckinds” 

Our Ragin Griefs Were rude in their exceſs: 

Which, while witIF wild Devotion we purſue. 

Evn Heays negletted lay, ev'n Sacred YOU: 

Our own dire Fates did all our Tears employ, 


* Griefs have (elf intereft®too as'well wry 


But when'fuch Sacrifite' from 4 is due , 
What muftthe Mighty Loſs exa&t from You, 
Who Mourn a King, and dex lovd Husband too! 
How s$hall we meaſure that vaſt tide of Woe , 
Fhat did Your Royal breaking Heart o'reflow : , 
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And almoſt, with a high1 imperious force, 

Bore down the Banks of Life i in its t00 rapid courſe. 
Your Langzuiſhments and Sorrows, who repeats, 

Or by his own, on Yours a Value ſets, 

Compares deep Seas to wand ring Rivolets ; 

Who though a while imrtheir owp Meads they ſtray, 


Loſe their young ſtreams at la he unbounded Sca. 
Shou'd all the Nations/tende wh ombine; 4 


And all our Pangs in.one va yn, 

They cou'd not figh with Aponies fi: Thine. 

That You ſurvive; is Heav'ns peculiar care, 

To charm our Grief, and heal our wild Deſpair; 
While we to Charles's Sacred Relict bow, 

Half the great Monarch we Adore in You : 

The reft, our Natural Devotions grant ; 

We Bleſs the Aueeny and we Imoke. the Saint: 
Nor fades your Light with Englands Worship'd Sun, 
Your Foys were\ſet, but Rill Your Gloryshon : - 
And with-a Luſter that 'shall ſtill increaſe, (ceaſe; 
When worlds Shall be no;:morec, and Natures ſclt Shall 


For never in one mortal Frame did j joyn [4 
A Fortitude and Vertue more Divine : 
Witneſs the Steady Graces of your Soul 

When charg'd by Perjuries ſo black and foul, 
As did all Laws, both Humane and Drvine controul. 


And Hell it elf permitted looſe abroad, ) 


When Heaven (to make the Heroin underſtood, 
Gave you the Patience of a Suffering God. & 
So our Bleft Sawiour his Reproaches bore, 

When Piercing Thorns His Sacred Temples wore, 
And ftri pes compell d the Rich redeeming Gore. 

Your pretious Life alone, the Fiends diſdain'd, 


To Murder home, your /ertue they prophan d: 
By 
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By Plots fo rude, : 6 Hellish a Pretence; : .. 
As ev'n wou'd'caltin-queſtion Providencg : : 

Or why Avenging Thu | 

Thoſe Gurfed hands durft touch the Sacred Jrk ; 
But as where;/ovg the Sun is Set.in Night, 
They with more -jop;Salute the breaking Light , 


'Fo prove their Force by contrary Extreams ; 
Fhe Nations all with new Devetion bow, 
To:Glries never underſtood till now :. ; 
"Twas Majefty and Beauty Awd before, 

But now the Brighter Vertue they adore, 


nder did not firike 1;.. - 


Heav'n caſtithis Goud before your Radicnt Beams, 


This the Great Lord of all Your Vows beheld, 


And with diſdairi Hells baff'd rage repell'd ; 
He knew Your Soul and the ſoft Angel there, 


And'long (kind Rivals) did that Empire hare . 


Andall your "Fears, your pleading Eloquence, 
Were needleſs Treaſures, lavish'd to.convince 
Th' Adorer of your known,and Sacred Inmcence. 
When not for Life the' Royal;Supplhant. mov'd, 
But Hs belief, whom more than Life she lov'd ; 


From whom, if c're a-frown 'she cou'd receive, 


"Twas when She doubted that He cou'd believe ; 
While he repeats the dear confirming Vows, 
And the fr/t- ſoft adreſſing Lover shows. 


By your reflefing Smiles the World: was gay, 
Paftion was fled, and Univerſal Foy 
Made the glad bufineſs of the welcome day. 
Ah ! too ſecure we baskt beneath the Sun, 
And little thought his Race {6 near ,way run, 


_ 


But 
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But as if Phaeton had uſurp 'd its Rule, 
In the full Brightneſs of its Courſe it fell, - 
Whilf all the frighted W: orld with: wonder/gaz'd, 
And Nature at her own diſforder'{tovod amyz 0: 
W hile you, ah' Prous Mourner did prepars 
To offer up to'Heavn your carly Prayer ; | 
You little chought” tewoud mect; your. dear-lay'd 

\ {Monarch there: 
But on the Wirits -of 'Death the News +2 rao t, 
And e'ne deftroy'dthe wondring ſenſe it toucht;; 
O Mighty Heavn-BornSoul ! that cou'd ſupport 7 
So like a God'! this cruel firſt effort | 
Without the Feebler Sexes mean replies, 
The HvitT. fibutes of their' Tears and Crier. 
Your Yalu'd Loſs a Noy/ey Grief diſdain 
Fixt in the heart, no/outward-fign remain ; 
Though'the ſoft Woman bow'd and dy'd within; 
wks Majcftick Grace maintain'd the Que, 4 
Yet ſwiſtly to'the Royal Bed You. fly, 
Like short-liv'd Lightning'from the parted sy ; 
W hoſe new-born Motions ot bat fash and dy. 
Such Vigrous Life ne're mov'd your Reps before 
But here——they ſunk bencath:the Weight they bore. 
Princes WE more than Humane do allow, 
You muft have been - above an Aell too ; 
Had You _ this fad Scene of Woe ; 
So the Bleſt rgin at the Worlds great loks, 
Came, and (ag then Fainted at the Croſs. 


McthinksT fee, You like thei \Oaten of Heavn, 
To whom all Patience and all Gare wasgivn.;. . 
When the Great Lordof Life Himſelf was lay'd: 


Upon her Lap, all wounded, Palc, and Dcad ; | 
| Tranſpierc d 
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Tranſpierc'd with Anguish,cv'nto Death {> wh 
So She bewaild Her God ! fo figh'd, fo Mourn'd;, 
So His bleſt Þ»age in Her Heart remain'd, | 
So His bleſt, Memory o're Her Soul fill Reign'd ! 
She Liv'd the Sacred Viiim to deplore, 
And never\{zew , or wiſht a Pl ure more. 


But when to Your Apartment You Were brought; 


And Grief was Fortify'd with ſecond T hought ; 


O how it burſt what c'rc its Force withſtood, 

Sight to a Storm, and fwelld into a Floed ; 

Courage, which is but a peculiar Art 

By Honour taught ; where Nature has no Part : 

When cre the Soul to fiercer Paſſrons yield, 

It ceaſes to be brave and quits the field ; 

Do's the abandon ſinking heart expoſe 

Amid't Ten Thouſand Griefs, its worſt of Foes: 
Your Curt, what Diſmal Aajeſty it wears, 

Infecting all around with Sighs and Tears ; 

No Soul ſo dull, fo ar/enfible is found, 

Without concern. to tread the hallowed Ground : 

Awful, and filent, alt the Rogms of State, 

And Emptineſs is Solemn there, and great; 

No more Receſles of the ſprightly Gay, 

But a Retreat for Death, from' Noiſe and Day : 

Eccho's from Room to Room we may purſue, 

Soft fghs may hear, but Nothing is in view ; 

Like Groves inchanted, where wreck'd Lovers ly, 

And breath their Moans to all the Paſlers-by ; 

Who no kind Aids to their Relicf can bring, 

=_ Eccho back their Pitying ſighs agen, 


— Bug 
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But the myſterious Sanfwm,is conceaFd; >: - | 21 
To whe Fer the but Yor be bewadehooes! <r> 
To yqur Aloe your Splendours you'eghiney. 1 0 
Like a Bright Saint veild in a Sable Shring$y© + © 
As the Chaſt Goildeſs of the filem Nighty 2 © 
You Reign alone, rctir'd from Cahdy Cight-;- 


Se Mourning Cothþia with her Starry, Train 
Wepe the adiFatc of her Lov flceping” Swain ad | 
Co LOTg | - Jl; Finehid 5. | 10 
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